
fables in VE R s E. 

Snatch’d at the ftade, the bone let go, 

No dinner now remains for 

Fool that 1 was, he fighmg faid. 
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MORA L: ' 

Poor fray, you fee, has loft his prize. 
By only trailing to his eyes. 

In fuch a world — to your delencc, 

Call in the aid of ev’ry fenfe, 

That none may laugh at your expence. 
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